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at her with hard, cold eyes, his right arm swinging as
though he had just hurt it.*
As soon as her son and Andrei came home, she asked
them about it.
"Has anyone been arrested yet?"
"Haven't heard," answered the khokhol.
She could see that both of them were feeling depressed.
"Has anyone mentioned Nikolai?" she inquired softly,
"No," said her son; his eyes were stern and his tone sig-
nificant. "And I don't think they suspect him. He's away.
He went off to the river at noon yesterday, and hasn't
returned yet. I asked about him."
"Praise the Lord!" said the mother with a sigh of relief.
"Praise the Lord!"
The khokhol glanced at her and hung his head.
"There he lies looking as if he didn't know what to make
of it all," mused the mother. "And nobody feels sorry for
him, nobody has a kind word for him. So little and insig-
nificant. Like something chopped off and left to lie there."
During dinner Pavel suddenly threw down his spoon.
"It's beyond me!" he cried.
"What?" asked the khokhol
"We kill cattle to get food, and that's bad enough. And
we have to kill wild beasts if they re dangerous. I myself
could kill a human being who turned into a beast and
preyed on his fellow men. But to make off with a poor
wretch like him—how could anyone raise his hand to
doit?"
The khokhol shrugged his shoulders.
"He was as harmful as any wild beast," he said. "We
kill mosquitoes for sucking just a drop of our blood."
"That's true. But I don't mean that. I mean it'd be
sickening."
"No help for it," replied Andrei with another shrug.
"Could you kill such a creature?" asked Pavel after a
long pause.
The khokhol fastened his large eyes on him, then
glanced swiftly at the mother.

